PICNIC   PARTY

When I come to describe the method of travelling
in India, it will not seem surprising how readily we
made ourselves comfortably at home on the island of
Elephanta. Most of the gentlemen slept actually
within the cave, either boxed up in their palankeens, or
on mattrasses, which they spread in the little niches or
chapels carved out of the living rock on the sides of the
cavern.

The firs!: day was passed in rambling up and down
the aisles, if they may be so called, of this wonderful
cathedral, which the Hindoos of past ages had hewn
out of the solid stone. The sculptures on the wall
being varied in every possible way, within the fantastic
limits of their extravagant theology, the effect was
almost bewildering to those who viewed this wild scene
for the first time. Even to those who had witnessed it
once or twice before, it was impressive in a degree very
difficult to describe. The imagination of a new-comer
like myself was carried back irresistibly to dark periods
of traditional history, where everything appeared
nearly as vague and indistinct as the recollection of a
fairy tale. To those, again, who had studied the sub-
ject long, and made themselves acquainted not only
with the religion of the natives, but with their peculiar
style of representing their gods, the cave of Elephanta
offered a rich feast of research; and there could be heard
from time to time, loud expressions of delight from
these adepts in the science of oriental antiquarianism,
when they lighted upon any group particularly fertile in
characteristic attributes of the deities they were in
quest of.

Towards the end of the day, the party, which had
hung together more or less during the morning, fell to
pieces. Some of the gentlemen straggled into the
jungle to catch a shot at a parrot or a monkey; while
others, exhausted with the closeness of the cave, and
the labour of climbing up to examine the details,
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